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SLOPER’S CANNON-BALL PROOF JACKET. 

“ Although at intervals bubbling over with enthusiasm over Herr Dowe’s Bullet-proof Cuirass, the London Press is evidently determined to boycott the only 
cnylishman capable of eclipsing the wily German. I have not yet seen any mention in any single newspaper of Poor Pa’s Patent Cannon-ball Proof Jacket. 
he Duke of Cambridge and Lord Wolseley, though, who have already witnessed the wonderful resisting power possessed by this Jacket, assert that they have 
ever seen anything like it before. They also added that they never wished to see anything like it again—a remark which Dad treats with contempt.” —Tootsit. 


THE SPIRIT 1S WILLING, BUT——A CERTAINTY IS IRRESISTIBLE! “THE NOBLE ART.” 


11—AT 1TS WORST. 

In his “ Decay and Downfall of the Prize Ring,” the late 
Henry Sampson, the founder of the Jteferce, writing in 
1878, gives s vivid picture of the low depths to which “the 
Noble Art” descended before it was replaced by the present 
five-ounce glove fights, that appear to be such’a costly and 
short-lived luxury to their patrons. 

After Tom Sayers had beaten Jack Heenan is by tho 
way, has always been an open question whether he did do xo 
or not), he left the ring, took to the show business, and died, 
at the ged age of thirty-eight, of dixcase brought on partly 
by fast liv’ me oad partly by the rough system of training he 
had been subjected to. The occasion of his funeral was 
observed almost as a day of mourning, accompanied by the 
drunken orgies and brutal accessorics of “such festive 
occasions. 

The “ Benicia Boy " also went on a starring tour in the 

rovinces, and, after many ica get args fought Tom 
<ing. According to Sampson, the victory should have 
been claimed for Heenan, as King could not come ay to 
time. Heenan had closed with his opponent, “got him 
round the waist, lifted him off his fect like a child, swung 


Wasa Prominent Member of the Anti-Gamblinz Was so overcome, that he absolutely fainte! throuch © Done !—in quids!" cried the Prominent Member, invent brought him voxn aT pre isiel pol afin picked 
aul on hearing one boy say to another, “I'll emotion, “II lay twenty to one it’s boose !" remarkel — enddenty recovering himself witha tremenlons effort Paley ‘be: “bert rb re Shins Seal aT nm ‘Hesoan nit 
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“was a sad sight after King had done with him.” He was almost 
broken-hearted by his defeat. He afterwards, on the turf, lost the 
money he had made, and died an object of charity in America. 

Fiercely contested battles began to grow scarce. We find Mace 
fighting Coburn in America, and the affair ending ina draw, no 
blow being struck by either man, Then came another bout between 
the same men, in which twelve rounds were fought, “in the 
extraordinary time of three hours and twenty-eight minutes.” 

Next we read of one Baldwin, 6 ft, Sf in. high, weighing 13 stone, 
4 pounds, being matched against Marsden, a splendidly built 
Nottingham lamb, 6 ft., 14 in. high, and 13) stone in weight. In 
the second round Marsden ianded heavily on Baldwin's Jaw, and 
that champion, climbing over the ropes, declared that he ad had 
enuugh of it. Thia encounter lnsted three and a half minutes, 

At last we come to what is described as “a disgraceful fight” 
between Jack Baldock and Ted Napper, at Hole Haven. Disgrace- 
ful, indeed, it was, Baldock, having thrown Napper, the men con- 
tinued to struggle and punch and kick one another as they lay on 
the ground. An appeal wax made on behalf of Napper, its basis 
being that Baldock had tried to gouge one of his eyes out ; whilst 
Baldock in another struggle complained that Napper had bitten 
him in the cheek. Meanwhile, the seconds seemed to be pretty 
nearly as busy as the principals, and a backer struck one of the 
pugilists a violeut blow when he saw achance. The referee was 
much knocked about, and the reporter for Bell's Life awfully 
mauled, and there were free fights all round the ring. 

The Noble Art was clearly on its last legs, and its noble patrons 
were eo roughly used when they ventured on the scene, that they 
very naturally held aloof, When special trains at very high fares 
were run down toa place of meeting, gangs of desperate ruffians 
would crowd the station and hustle, assault and rob the respect- 
able travellers of their tickets. Sometimes they broke down all 
barriers, and, crowding into the carriages, refused to be dislodged, 
though they had paid nothing, and, arriving at the terminus, they 
made an uzly rush at the ticket collectors, and fought their way 
out. The blasphemy and obscenity of the language, und the law- 
lessneas and brutality of the scenes enacted are indescribable. 

At length the Government interfered, and stopped these special 
trains ; and it was high time. 

Have the glories of the ring departed? That isa question. That 
admiration for pluck is not a thing of the past is very certain, a8 
was manifested some short time ngo at Drury Lane Theatre, when 
James.J. Corbett was called before the curtain, amidst thunders of 
applause and the waving of ladies’ handkerchiefs, 
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LAITEST FROM TRANING QUORTERS. 
iinm stil under the bedd. inn the distince i ear thatt beest of a 
blud staned bill. e iss a plain onn a kornitt “cum ware glori wate 
you.” nott me. 


(Neat week,“ Charles Dickens and Tom Sayers.” ) 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—_——_— a 
*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a ere envelope large enough tocontain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inetoen loose stamps. 


Sorry, MICK, we cannot tell you; Do not know the book at all. 
SLOPER will be most delighted, ROLLo, tf you like to call. Why 
not try again then, FLUFKY? Faint heart ne'er fair lady won, Do 
not know at all, INQUIRER ; We should think about a ton, Haven't 
space for story, BERTIE, Though it really is not bad, Not the 
alacient, F. 3. WALTERS ; Jt 2 Mrs. Sloper's fad. Glad to hear 
yw like it, FLIPPER ; Jasty ha'porth, is it not? As toall the 
crowd of others, Why, it's worth the blooming lot, 


—— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, Sree: 
3 Monthe, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.3 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at vur 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 
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NINB CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the neat-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF- 
Howipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HoLipay” is published throughout the 
Untted Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


—— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—~— 


First Pretty Darling. 1 don't care whether they ever become 
fashionable or not, I shall never wear those absurdly short dresses, 

Sceond Pretty Darling. Indeed, my dear! What is it, large feet 
or thick ankles / +. 


“Brn doin’ anything the last six weeks, Bill?” inquired tramp 
number one. “Time!” responded the other shortly, and change 
the conversation, *\° 


Mr. Swagger (after his sizth glass of grog). Yes, sir; in my 
house, to hear is to obey. : 
Friend (who knows all about it), By Jove, old man! you don’t 
mean to say that she’s as hard on you as that? 
s¢ 


* 
'T1s woman's most triumphant hour, 
The sweetest she can know, 
When she can use that fond-loved phrase, 
“There, didn't I say so!” 
ss 


s 

Editor “Hawy-HoLipay.” Guing to send McGooscley to a 
watering place this season as usual? 

Ally Sloper, Watering place, indeed! Whiskying place, you 
mean. But I suppose he must go away. Where shall we send 
him? 

Editor “Haty-HOLIDAy.” Here are a few places to commence 
with: Rumford, Alesbury, Punchtown and Beerhaven, 

os 


s 
Tommy. Father's given me a penuy. 
Billy, What for? 
Tommy. For bein’ good. 
Billy. What cher going to do with it? 
Tommy, Guess I'll buy some Chinese crackers and let ‘em off 
under grandma's chair, 
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Aunt Goggler. You may call me coy 
and cruel if you will, Ethel, but I am 
resolved to live and die a spinster. 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 12.—Butler. 
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Stage-struck Friend, What a jolly life you must lead. I wish I wes an actress. 
Actress. Oh! the stage has its drawbacks. For instance, the man I kissed 


in the play to-night was my husband, 


“I come of a noble Roman 


family." “No doubt. I should 
have taken you for a Rum ‘un by 
the shape of your noee.” 


POPULAR HEROINES. 
“The Maid of the Mil.” 


8 ePL 


Saturday, June 23, 1894, 


In the Academy. 

She. I don't think much of that thing. 

Hfe. It was sold yesterday for £1000. 

She (more in anger than in sorrow), Oh, bother the things! they 
ought to have their values printed on them, and one would know 
what to admire then, ee 

s 


soon : should be every boy’s ambition to make his mark in 
e world, 
Nephew. 1'd like to, but they won't let me. 

Uncle, Who won't let you? 

Nephew. My writing master. 


s 
“I Know a bank where the wild thyme blows,” sang the art- 
Jess maiden, “And I,” said the grey coat, broad-arrowed gent 
from Dartmoor, “knew a bank where the wild time be blowed— 
and that was when I did my time at Millbank—skilly, toke, cocua, 
and the everlastin’ mill.” °° 


A. Want to get rid of your dog? Why, I thought you said 

were kept awake half the night by fear aihwguse! ait dats 

B. That's so; but now we're kept awake the whole of it by the 
dog. Gimmea good burglar, I say. 
ss 


s 
“THEY call each house a villa now,” 
Said Smith. And Brown said, tersely, 
“The name's appropriate, for, oh ! 
They're built most villa-nersly.” 


s 
Mrs. Mudderpull, Oh, I'm 60 glad you've called, I wxut to intro- 
duce you to my son’s finance. 
Caller. Fiancée, you mean, I think, 
Mrs, Mudderpull, Ah, well, it don’t matter, the terms are 
anonymous, °° 


Fond Mamma, V'm 
I want her to acquire Parisian manners. 

Family Friend, Ah, you mean you would like her French 
polished, I suppose. *.° 


ing to send dear Ethel to echool in France. 


“ MONEY makes the mare to go,” said ALLY. “ Yes,” said Mac, 
thoughtfully ; “but the want of money makes your grey mare to 
go—for you with a broometick.” ALLY was hurt. “There's no 
more refinement in that man,” he says, “than there is superior 
* Dosset’ in the crust of a penny pork-pic.” 

ss 


s 
Pee J Sharpshins. Dad, why do you suppose women are sv fond 
of cats 

Old Sharpshins. Don’t know, my boy, unless it is that cats eat 
mice, “7 

Tlost. Have a cigar, old man? 

Guest. Thanks, very much, I— 

Jlost. They're some my wife gave me for a birthday present. 

Guest. Oh, indeed—er—ah, yes, d’ye know, I think I'l! stick to 
my pipe after all. oe 


“Quick, conductor, please,” cried an excitable old Indy, “give 
me my change, I want to get out here—quick, quick!” “ Right you 
ure, mum,” was the sinart response, “I'll be as sharp as T cay, but 1 
ain't « lightning conductor, you know.” 

ss 
s 

Mother-in-law. Jack seems to have quite overcome his aversion 
to me, he kissed me quite affectionately on the stairs, just now. 

Daughter. Indeed! I shouldn't wonder if he didn’t mistake your 
cap for Mary’s. I shall have to keep my eye on that girl. 

es 
s 

Bibber. I see a man's just died at the advanced age of one 
hundred and ten, who has been a great beer drinker all his life. 

Temperance Advocate. There you are, you seo; a drunkird’s 
fate overtaken him at last. oe 

s 


THE orange to the lowest depths 
Of misery must dip, 
It seems to us, for don’t you see 
lt's always got the pip. 
ss 


s 
First Man. How's Plunger, do you know? Still backing horses 
1 suppose? 
Second Man. Oh, yes, he’s picking up a living on the turf. 
First Man, Is he, though? Well, it’s about time ; he dropped 
a very good one to start with, é 


e 

Old Prodgers (reading bill of fare). Café aw lait, Well, now. 
what the blazes do they want to know ‘ow late you want your 
corfee, and then just look at the spellin’, These furriners is 
shocking ignorant. °° 

AU, what it is to have an evil mind! We know a young min 
who thinks that india-rubber soles were first invented so that no 
sound should be forthcoming when you trod on a young mmiden's 
toes under the table. *. 


Romantio Miss (with appropriate eye movements). And were 
you ever disappointed in love? P 

Her Partner. Oh, dear, yes. Didn't you know I was a married 
man? 9 


Docs are not cannibals. Who ever saw one yet who had the 
least appreciation of « pork sausage, or didn’t raise a howl at 
the sound of the machine? *, 


Mother. 1s there anything that will induce you to marry? 

Son, Well, yes; 1 think a pretty girl with £20,000 might mana::e 
the job. *,* 

Brown. 1 wonder how it is that most poets are compelled to 
dwell in garrets? , 

Smith. Oh, that’s easily explained. They're all fellows of lu/ty 
ideas, don’t you see. *° 


WE ever hold him dear to earth, 
We part from him in sorrow— 

The man who'll always lend a crown 
And never wants fo borrow. 


2 % . 
Young Author. Now, honestly, old chap, do you think theres 
money in the book? 
Candid Friend, Undoubtedly. : 
Young Author (delighted). Then you advise me to publish it. 
Candid Friend. Well, not exactly. 1 should patent it asa cure 
for insomnia, and serve it in small doses. 


Justly-angered Maiden Lady, “What do you menn, fellow? You 
have actually drank a whole cask of my choicest home-made wine 

Weatherrorn Tramp. Well, yer see, mum, I ain't had a drop el 
nuthin’ but water for over a week,and anythin’s better nor nuthin. 


—— 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny: 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
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Saturday, dune 28, 1894.] 
TOOTSIE AT THE ALHAMBRA. 


——— 


Do you remember Charles O’Mal 
liow they tosved for first shot, which C 


"a duel with Trevyllian? 
ley won? How narey 
fired and Trevyllian fell, 
but rose again and took 
his aim, and, witha fiendish 
expression of revengeful 
triumph, called out, “It's 
my turn now"? Charley 
says, “I felt the words in 
their full force, as 1 stood 
silently awaiting my death 
wound.” But a kind of 
spasm sec to seize on 
him, and he fired in the air. 
is features grew deadly 
livid, his half-opened 
/! mouth quivered, his eyes 
y tixed, and his arm 
‘dropped heavily beside 
him, and with one low 
moan he fell fainting to the 
nd. * He is dying,’ said 
; tigi over his 
friend, whose cold hand he 
grasped within his own. 
Poor, poor fellow!’ ‘Had 
you not better examine his 
wounds?’ said Conyers, in 
RL & tone of sarcastic irony. 
. ‘Yes,’ said O’Slaughnessy ; 
ny vat ‘let us look at the poor 
je iin i | f i| fellow now.’ So saying, 
| 1H with Beaufort’s aid, he un. 
May and Flo Fengler, to 8 frock coat 
J -” and succeeded in opening 
the waistcoat. There was no trace of blood anywhere, and the idea 
of internal hemorrhage at once occurred to us, when Con: 
stooping down, pushed us aside, saying, at the same time, ‘ Your 
fears for his safety need not distress you much. Look here.’ 
As he spoke he tore open his shirt, and disclosed to our almost 
doubting senses a vest of chain mail armour, fitting close next the 
skin and completely pistol proof. Beaufort sprang to his feet with 
2 bound, as he screamed out, rather than spoke, ‘ No man believes 
me to have been aware——" * No, no, Beaufort! your reputation 
is very far removed from euch a stain,’ said Conyers. ‘1 can feel 
us pulse at his wrist,’ said Baker. ‘His heart docs not beat.’ 
Conyers placed his hand w his bosom, and then felt along his 
throat, lifted up anarm, and letting it 5, pagearohe upon the ground, 
muttered, ‘He is dead.’ It was true. No wound had pierced him. 
The pistol bullet was found within his clothes. Some tremulous 
conthet of the spirit within had snapped the cords of life, and the 
strom man had perished in his eer pe 
I um not quite certain that our old friend, Bob Acres, might not 
have resorted to these protective measures if he could have 
timed it without the knowledge of Sir Lucius O'Trigger. But 


Mile. Mealy. 


then. if Bob had lived in our times, and had seen certain experi- 
ments with certain so-called bullet-proof cuirasses, would he have 
felt quite sure he had got the right one on when the time came? 

During the Crimean War there were noble Britons who supplied 
the Government with paper-soled boots for the use of soldiers 
tisking their lives in our cause upon the Russian coast, amidst 
snow and ice, whilst other noble Britons were supplying our 
rnemies with guns. It was, you see, a strictly British tradesman- 
like proceeding ; and let us hope that if the Government take up 8 
bullet-proof cuirass, some Brummagem firm won't manage to pass 
oi! a few wrong ‘uns, should another war occur. 

The night I was at the Alhambra, Herr Dowe's cuirass seemed to 
be a very powerful attraction, for the house was crowded. There 
was, to begin with, a startling. display of marksmanship by Martin 
and W estern, and from the distance of the dress circle two balls 
suspended just overa man’s head were cleverly hit ; yet I thought I 
ould rather not have been the man. After other a feats 
Herr Dowe himself donned his bullet-proofer, and was | away 
at without receiving the slightest injury or shock; indeed, he 
‘vemed to thoroughly enjoy it. There was tremendous applause, 
“_ I should say that for some time to come this item will be a big 
craw, 


It is so recently that I wrote about Leal energie 1 think 


must have men- 
<< —— a iney most i the 
—<—— 5 chief attractions. 
se aE The tableaugz and 
ballets still go well. 
The chansons of 
Mdille. Mealy and 
M. Fugére catch on 
with those who 
know the langunge, 
as does also 
the singing of the 
Sisters Hengler, 
two girls after 
my own: heart, 
by the way. 
There is a little girl, 
Miss Evelyn 
Hughes, who psy 
carrying a do 
which,having placed 
on a chair, she en- 
tertains with animi- 
tation of a music- 
hall _ performance, 
This is a new and 
pleasing turn. 

Also I must not 
omit the perform. 
ance of a most 
amusing Upside- 
downer, by the name 
Jules Keller, who walks, jumps and dances on his hands, sending, 
~ were, his feet, meanwhile, out to grass. They say, however, 
« walked home on them during the cab strike. 


Jules Keller. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HA LF-HOLIDAYe 


AN AWKWARD PREDICAMENT. 


TIF had promised to take her to the Karl's Court Exhibition to 
hear the band, but though the appointed hour had he had 
not turned up. Ina rage that was really pretty, and a temper that 
mightily became the little vixen, Eugenia unbuttoned her gloves 
and began to ery. 


A sharp rat-tat at the door: a messenger-boy with a note, 


Tlustily she tore it open ; 
“(9A STRAND, Saturday, 6.50 p.m. 

“ DEAREST,—Do not be needlessly alarmed, but, pe Ad ave me, 
get your father or one of your brothers to come down to Hyamy’s 
Clothing Stores, as above, and bring me three guineas at once. Will 
explain all. “Till death, EpwIn.” 

What had happened to him? 

Well, it's only natural that you should ask the question, after all. 

You sce, Kdwin J. Nigelspit! was a very smart young man 
although we must admit that, with it all, he frequent! suffered 
from cramp in the trousers pocket--twiggy vous? He always 
made it his boast that he could get “tick” somewhere ; trust- 
ing to his luck to be able to pay for ‘em, he one day red a 
three-guinea shepherd's-plaid suit at a Jew tailors in the Strand. 
In due course the suit was sent home, and Edwin, by a little 
oritorical xoft-soap, managed to get the tailor-boy to leave the 
things without the money, 

So far so good—at least, for Edwin. 

On the following Saturday afternoon as he strolled along, intend- 
ing to buy a penny cornilower buttonho!le at Charing Cross and 
down to Eugenia’s pa's elegant villa at Parson's Green by the 
“Underground,” he, of necessity, passed Hyamy’s shop. Old 
pe himself was standing at the dor, but Edwin pretended not 

see hin, ° 

“Hi! Mr. Nigelspiff,” cried the Jew, rnnning and ing the 
bounige by the hand, “you nefer sent word to say oom the suit 

bead, 

“Oh, it fits all right,” replied Edwin, taken off his guard. 

“Py chiminy! 1 don’t like these creases in the back o' the collar, 
though,” remarked the Hebrew, critivally, “(ome in an’ just let 
me have the iron jassed ofer it—it's creased as though you'd been 
sleepin’ in it.” 

Edwin really thought he'd found a fist in the old chap, He 
mapped into the shop and took the jacket off. Myamy sent it 
upstairs, 

“Goot crachious, Mister Nigelspiff !" he exclaimed, looking at 
the trousers, “ how you've bagged ‘em at the knees, Here, slip'em 
off an’ I'll have ‘em pressed too.” 

Suspecting nothing, Edwin peeled off the breeks ; and, the wnist- 
coat buttons being put on a shade too tight “across the narrow,” 
that went, too, 

And then hours seemed to pass. Edwin sat there in the fitting- 
room, feeling horribly chilly about the knees, till at last he could 
stand it no longer. : 

“Hang it all,” he growled, when he had summoned Mr, Ilyamy 
by knocking on the tloor, “ where are my clothes?” 

“ Your clothes! they're my clothes,” smiled the wily Hebrew. 
“The only way you'll get em again is by sending a commissionaire 
or somebody to some o' yer friends for the money to pay for ‘em !"” 

And that he had to do, 


—_—.—_—_—— 


THE FIRST GREY HAIR. 


Witt the fiery hearts of youthful swains 
She has direful havoc } ved : 

Of » thousand peera, with Cupid’s chaina, 
She has serfs and vassals % 

Ry her graceful gait, by her rose-like Nloom, 
Ilave the mashers been wont to swear ; 

But now she stands in her dressing-room, 
And she looks on the first grey hair. 


The stream that springs in the rural lea 
Is polluted ere reaching town ; 
And the leaf that shines on the summer tree 
Must in autumn fall, faded, down, 
Balefully brief is the rose’s bloom, 
And to pleasure succeeds despair ; 
And the Jady stands in her dressing-room, 
And she looks on her first grey hair. 


Does the lady murmur and moan wita woe, 
As the sorrowful sign she spies? 

Nay : n devil-may-carish gleam doth glow 
In her reckless, uncaring eyes. 

She still to the breaking of hearts will roam, 
And she still will her victims snare : 

For 'tis but in her poor old husband's comb 
She has spotted the first grey hair, 


PHYSIOGNOMISTS. 


THE Vicar of Bumblepossick and his churchwarden turned out 
of Exeter Hall and wandered eastwards, Their faces beamed as 
do the faces of men who have received pleasure and instruction, 
and the worthy bishop said : 

“There was one point in the discourse of our dear brother, Mr, 
Fluterpipchin, that struck me v forcibly—it was so true and 
showed such observance of men and manners.” 

“ Our dear brother is remarkably observant of his fellow lingerer 
on this planet,” assented Mr. Fluterpipchin. 

“Quite so. I refer, of course, to where he said, ‘ Don’t look for 
a man’s heart upon his sleeve, but in his face ; be sure it will tell 
you his heart's emotions,’ Beautiful, wasn't it?” 

“ Delightfu!.” ° 

They walked along through Holywell Street and came into the 
open space by St. Clement Danes. Just then a man came along, a 
perfect stranger, with a broad grin across his face like a crack in 
the earth after a season of ht. He was grinning like a 
Cheshire cat and turned into the private bar at Carr's, presumably 
to geta drink. The vicar had observed him. 

“There, Mr. Fluterpipchin, did a notice that man—the one 
that has just gone into that tavern?” 

“Certainly I did,” replied the churchwarden. 

“Well—'pon my word I'm almost tempted to make you a bet, 
despite the fact that I'm an Anti-Gambling Leagueist ; hang it all, 
1 will—here, I'll lay a cup of cocoa and a bath bun, to be paid at 
ie oy ieee Bread shop, that that man is happy because of one of 
three things.” 

“It's ia. bet,” responded Fluterpipchin. “Name your three 


things? 

a twill, He's cither an accepted lover, or has just been married. 
or has been presented with an offspring. Now, then, let us go and 
ask him.” With some qualms of conscience the pair »ushed open 
the swinging doors of Carr's. There stood the man, right enough— 
still grinning '—whilst the fairest barmaid between Wych Street 
and Clements Inn was tugging at a tight cork in a soda-water 
bottle. The Vicar stepped up to him and said : 

“T trust you will pardon a total stranger in addressing you, but 
as a worker in the interest of humanity I would like to know— 
indeed, I have goue so far as to bet about it—the cause of your 
hilarious spirits.” - 

“Oh, I don’t mind telling you.” 2 ; 

“Many thanks. Then the object of your affections has just 
accepted you?” 

“ive years ago she did,” replied the stranger, 

“Ah, then, you Rave just become a i and happy father?” 

“Oh, no, L ain't, not by a jug full,” he retorted, F 

“T have it,” cried the Vienr, as he cheerfully played his last card, 
“vou have just been married?” . 

“If you wish to be correct, I’ve just been divorced !" corrected 
the gleeful one; and then, to his astonishment, two men in black 
fell out back wards through the swing doors without ever replying 
tu his gencrous query as to what they'd drink his luck in! 


ap 6, 
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THE MAHATMA. 


es 


, CONRAD TANKERVILLE and Lucy Gray were walking side by 
side in Kensington Gardens, and it was evident, from their appear. 


ance, thxt they were occu- 
pied in discussing mat- 
ters of supreme interest. 

Lucy Gray was one of 
those petite, golden- 
haired, blue-eyed little 
girls, who seem to be 

rought into the world 
for the sole purpose of 
being loved, while Con. , 
rad was her exact . 
opposite — dark, almost « 
ewarthy, stern and 
masterful. 

“But | say you shall 
marry me, Lucy!” ex- 
claimed Conrad. 

“Rut I say | won't!” 
replied Lucy, with that 
firmness which little 
women can_ generally 
exhibit on occasion. 

“You don't know 
what you are doing in 
os me,” said Con- 
rad, and his white teeth 
idles epitefully 

neath his black mous- 
tache. ‘Remember, I 
have the power to make 
you become my wife, 
whether you will or not.” 

“No power on earth 
can make me marry a man whom I do not love,” retorted Lucy. 

“ Do you wish me to show you my power?” inquired Conrad. 
“Remember that it will be the worse for you if I do.” 

“I don't care whether you do or do not, Mr. Tankerville,” 
answered Lucy, proudly. “1 can only say that I am tired of this 
constant teasing and threatening, and I will wish you good morn- 
ing—here is Mr. Thornton, he will see me home.” 

And with rigid body, grinding teeth, and clenched hands, Conrad 
saw her walk away with handsome Jack Thornton, whom he knew 
to be his successful rival. 


His successful rival. 


* * * . . « 

Now, Conrad Tankerville's boasting had not been altogether 
groundless, for that unamiable young man was a Theosophist, and 
in the study of that most mysterious religion he had picked up one 
or two secrets, which he now resolved upon using to his own 
advantage. 

Of himself he could not do anything, he was quite aware of that, 
but he could bring certain pressure to bear upon a venerable 
Mahatma who had the power, and this he determined to do. 

The next P. and 0, 
boat bound East bore 
Conrad Tankerville 
among ita passengers, 
/ and without any ad. 
venture worthy of note, 
he arrived safely at 
Calcutta, where he took 
train as far up country 
as was possible; and 
here his troubles com. 
menced, 

But when a man is 
in love with a woman, 
a few difticultics only 
add to the pleasure of 
winning her; and at 
length, footsore and 
weary, he discovered 
the Mahatma’s _ her. 
mitage in the almost 
unaccessible fastness of 
the Himalayas, 

“Well, my son, what 
brings you here?” in- 
quired the Mahatma, 
who was aware that 
few people would come 
to see him for tie 
pleasure of the walk. 

“I have come to ask 
you two favours, 


Discovered the Mahatma’s hermitage, 
father. The first is that 1 may have the power to marry Lucy 


Gray, whether she will or no. 

“Remember, my son, that the result is sufticiently problematical 
when you marry a woman with her consent, and to wed one with- 
out seems tempting Buddha.” 

“1 will have her, in spite of consequences!” 

“You are headstrong, my son, Well, well, a wilful man will 
have his own way. Take it.” 

“My second wish, father, is that you transport me home to 
England to her very sitting-room in a moment.” 

“You are unaware of the consequences of friction, my son,” 
mildly observed the old man. “ You had better take the steamer.” 

“ Bother friction, and steamboats too!” ejaculated Conrad. “1 
can only think that every minute now is a minute given to my 
rival—confound him!” 

“ You are foolish, my son, and must pay the penalty of ignorance ; 
but as you insist, 1 BID you Go!” 


e ° . e e * 

Conrad was flying through the air a thousand times faster than 
a cannon ball from a 
gun. 

It began to grow 
warm!—hot !!—scorch- 
ing!!! His hair and 
moustache was singed. 
the clothes were burnt 
off his back, and he 
knew no more. 


e e 

Lucy Gray war 
rented on one side of 
her anug little parlour 
tire and Jack Thornton 
the other. A: 

It was all arranged, 
and the day named, so 
he could afford to 
speak generously of his 
unfortunate rival. 

“1 wonder what has 
become of Conrad 
Tankerville,” he said. 
“Poor fellow! he was 
awfully fond of you.” 

At that moment an 
large cinder fell on to 
the hearthrug in front 
of them, and as Thorn. 
ton carefully picked it 
up with the tongs and 
placed it in a nice 
warm ine in the tire, he little knew that he was performing the 
last sad oftices for his late rival. 

Morat—You can travel too quickly, 


Placed it in the fire. 
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HERE WE ARE AGAIN 


“The drawback in donning male 
“Don't be in too much of a hurry to CHESS £0. Pozo al ula! are pyle) Reem on the stage Is that the para dary lg 
member ii She. There goes Mr. and Mrs. Moneybagr ; she's won him at last, < with me insteal the male.”—2£rtract 
ee ee hth abt, Sena He, Aud yet she bas lost ; for, you see, she is check-mated, Cabby. As much above a bob as you likes to give. from Letter of Young Lady, 


*o® AMiss Sloper wilt be delighted to reertee phoographs frwa thowe DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SEYMOUR LUCAS, Esq, A.R.A. 
Of her friends whose portraits have nut yet been inserted, = 
— z ——— r 
=== t= ie 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


GJ 
<7, j 
mney 
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A. SLOPER hail read up all abont the Spanish Armaila;——(1) He had gazed for —_ hasty studies in his sketch book ; “*The Man Tron Mask : first day of wear,’ 


in the 
inspiration on the portrait of his ancestor, Sir Mildew Sloper—whom Queen Elizabeth shali be my next great picture !"——(8) But A. SLOvRt felt he was fast getting 
knighted .at Tilbury—by the hour together ; consequently, he ted himself to asphyx'! $ and, like a cat with its head in a milk jug—quite beside himself—tore 
Mr. Seymour Lucas, at that gentleman's studio, perfectly ing with questions away, regardless of the besceching cry from Mr. Lucas to stay as the helmet cost 
which heconsidered would not be ina iate to the occasion. Now, if Mr. Lucas one hundred guineas, sped on, 4) And at len | head forwards with a crash 


—( eth fel 
had not heen called out of the studio for a short time, almost directly after A.SIPRK on the stony flags of Mildew Court, “That's that sinc chimney pot off!” cried 
lad arrived, all would have been well, and the latter would have nable to keep Mrs. Sloper from within—it was blowing at the time.-—(5) But when they fount 
faith with the public; but, alas !—well, yon see, it was like this: Most are the helmeted warrior prone on the door the Hon, Billy, who happened to be 
aware that Mr. Lucas has male a great collection of armour and costumes, bothof —_ making a call, rushed to the rescue with a ine opener. But he might just as well 
whieh are of great interest.to a man of refined and artistic mind like the Kminent. have tried to release the Wreck with one of Mrs. Sloper’s hairpins; although ably 


To pass the time, he made a tour of inspection round the studio, A helmet of assisted by Alexaniry, who sat upon his father's head to keep it steady. At last 

No. 344.—Miss Viota WILMOT. curions workmanship arrestel his attention. “Strange,” said he, lifting it up,“how they had to send for the village blacksmith, who, after smashing several sledge 

they could wear such bors “ng arageen im the morning after a fenst on unreason aad hammers, revealed to A. SLOPER once more the light of . It appears that 

“Oh! would that I could only make ber mine.” a Gow of ‘Unswectenel’ ;“for my part, I have foun’ that the ordinary hat of the Mr. Seymour Lucas was most unreasonably vexed, an A. SLOPER put it, whe 

—The Dook Snook. period fita,on those uneasily. I wonder how it feelson?” He place! it | Alexandry bore back the damaged helmet. “ Feyther,” said the Blue-eyed Bounder, 

“Pair I soul to ey —Lord Bob, on his head, the visor fell over his face With a click, and in a moment he was fairly “he didn't even gimme the price of a small lemon or a ‘ap’orth o' sherbert.” “ And 

Fair maid, I plodge my very thee. ‘boxed in. While vainly straggling to extricate his noble visage from its metal this is gratitude!" sighel the P.O.M. “Well, well, well! 1 shall know what todo 
“A willing victim am I to her charms.” —The Hon. Billy. prison, Mr. seymour Lucas re-entered.—(2) “Capital!” cried he, making a few another time when I fud myself in a similar predicament.” 


ROUGH ON THE ELDER. 


(1) MeNab had been confined to bed for some days with an obstinate <4) The sermon was a very eloquent one on tne subject o’ Judgements on 
gumboil, but his devotion to duty would not admit of his being absent Sinners, “Even now,” exclaimed the meenister, “J see before me a man who is 


frae the Kirk on Sabbath morn, sufferin’ from a judgement for being at the Funker's Brae Ouddy Races, yesterday.” grabber ! ye ken weel enench 


there's a 
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“My: beauldi Pulemry-toerutiful-!” Cycling Cham prozs-. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Walk up! walk up! ladies and gentlemen. J have red an entirely new programme for your Alezandry, gay, 48 jockey posed the other day :—Pvisoned, of course, without a doubt, Say, will the 
e perusal this a a pet rames Se is enlesioied 19 make your ita dist and your eyes = eulprit be final ont Tr is Teasenl yen must confess, To og hearts will bring pre i aly gain 


sparkle Ring up the curtain, prompter. Hey, presto! here we are again.—The prisoner in his the cyclists show their face, Away they go in gallant race— Down with the curtain, please. Strike 
cell protests Agatnat these uninvited guests :—Said Justice Hawkins,“ Never be Surprised atany- wp the band and play out the audience. Farewell, dear friends; and I nope to entertain you, 
thing you see” :—The Nitrate King, whom here behold, Has sold his gee-gees, so I'm told :—At Ascot, one and all, in the usaal manner next week ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


PLAYING WITH EDGED TOOLS. 
li 
. ‘ y, F Y 


nniler, A PERTINENT QUESTION. 
nee He, Has your sister got on to the : 


4 
vil 
| 
2 
= 
; AN APT PUPIL. 

_ ow (translating). Ne sutor ultra erepidam, “There's nothing 

eae alter,” the truth of which is firmly entabliabe: bs the tact 
tations une, LY BLOPEN’s HALP- HOLIDAY” ie F naire “Tow many did you make, Fred?" “Oh! T made love, as usnal.” “Hal T sha‘n't Iet you play with WOMAN'S LATEST CRAZE. 
ieilles- Muster, Oh, indeed * [Leathers him, Miss Masham again.” “Oh, pa! do try our smokes, they are so jolly 1" 
ay. 


| 
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ALLY-CAMPANE, 
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QuarteR Day, June %Mth. Yer, there it stands, plain as print 
on the undisputable authority of the almanac the greengrocer sent 
round with his compli- 
ments at Christmas ; and 
A. SLOPER gazing mourn- 
fully at the work of art, 
sighs a sigh of mingled 
sadness and resignation 
as he thinks of the hordes 
of creditors who will send 
in theirlittle bills, What- 
Sever will he do? He 
~ has long since exhausted 
every abusive term in 
which to allude to this 
detested institution. Yes, 
Carey Strect looms plainly 
in the distance, 


WE are told that the 
Siamese salute by kissing 
each other's noses, and 
then, sniffing, remark, 
“Very fragrant, very 
fragrant.” What a truly 
delightful and interesting 
ceremony is * 


s 

THE termination of the 
Cab Strike has brought 

“ce once more to the 
hearts of theatrical 
managers, as well as 
more “ grist to the mill.” 
Their losses during the 
strike was very heavy 
indeed, and A, SLOPER 
is surprised that they did not bring pressure to bear upon cab 
owners soon after the deadlock commenced, 

- 


* ‘ A 
Miss EVELYN Huaues gave a Dramatic and Musicale Matinée 
at the Prince of Wales's Club_on June 11th, under the very able 
direction of the cver courteous Mr. Dundas Slater, of Empire cele- 
brity. It was a conspicuous success, 
ss 


THE Collie Show held at the 2 heli uarium a few days ago 
was up to its usual form, viz., first-class, nfortunately, Snatcher 
again failed to pull off a prize. Most of the judges fail to appre- 
ciate his good points, in spite of the fact that A. SLOPER is con- 
tinually dwelling upon them. °° 


SEASIDE landladies are crying out in sorrow at the continued 
bad weather, and, all things considered, we don't at all wonder. 
When the Clerk of the 
Meteorological Department 
proves unkind, he shortens 
the seaside season appre- 
ciably, and people put off 
going until the last moment, 
and then all come with a 

-. From most of the 
watering places we hear 
things are the reverse of 
festive; and «the seaside 
masher and the seaside belle 
have not yet put in an ap- 
pearance in anything like 
noticeable numbers. Alas! 


s 

A. SLOPER is, of course, 
not the only lover of that 
seductive spirit called 
“Unsweetened,” but as a 
judge of it, he, by virtue of 
long experience, is perhaps 
second to none. He is con- 
tinually receiving requests 
for information as to where 
he buys the particular brand 
he keeps in the extensive 
cellars of Court Mildew, 
and to save further trouble 
he’s going to disclose the 
secret. The tipple comes 
pom Bore M. a ana 
On, . Kuropean Works, 
Icknield Post Road, Bir- 
mingham, and_ is called ‘ 
“ Ally Sloper’s Unsweetened.” Each bottle has a coloured Inbel with 
the Ancient’s head, seal and autograph thereon, and without which 
none are genuine. A. SLOPER says it’s the best he's tasted, and you 
may bet your shirt the Old 'Un knows what he’s talking about. 


a 
THE South African Cricketers are certainly not as black as they 
were painted upon their first arrival in this country. Their form 
during the last week or two has improved considerably. 
es 
s 
Which is the most popular nosegay in London at the present 
time? Why, A Bunch of Violets at the Haymarket Theatre, to be 
sure, wie 
s 


In spite of the slating bestowed on it by the Press on its initial 
production, Arms and the Man, at the Avenue Theatre, has now 
run upwards of fifty nights. 
Bernard Shaw can, there- 
fore, congratulate himself 
on having successfully 
scored off his critics. On 
the plot of the piece we 
would, ourselves, prefer to 
remain silent. Suffice it to 
say, that although we have 

tnessed a representation 
“ Armes rove gd sae on 
three separate occasions, 
we have as yet failed to 
analyee the subtlety of the 
play. The theatre, though, 
is_crowed nightly. 
evidently, the curiously 
named piece pays for the 
running. Bernard Gould, 
Yorke Stephens, J. Welch 
and Alma Murray are all 
engaged in the caste, and 
those who know these 
artistes must admit that 
they, one and all, are 
capable of pulling any 
piece out of the fire, 


WELL cooked and 
reasonable priced food has 
always been difficult. to 
obtain in this London of 
ours. You can get it, however, at the newly-opened Temple Bar 
Restaurant, 227 Strand, which should prove a blessing to those who 
wish to lunch or dine in the neighbourhood of the Law Courts, 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THAT most accomplished ofall pantomimista, Mdlle. Jane May, is 
creating quite a furore at the Palace Theatre of Varieties in her 
new monomime, M. et Mdme. 
Pierrot. Her dual impersona- 
tion of husband and wife is 
really excellent, and we trust 
that Mdlle. Jane's engagements 
will admit of her remaining 
with us for some time to come. 
The programme at the Palace 
Theatre is at present very 
strong indeed, and embraces 
among its items some of the 
best variety talent in London. 
Cissie Loftus is here, and is 
greeted with that enthusiasm 
which is only bestowed on real 
tip-toppers. Brown, Newland 
and Leclercq are also allotted a 
turn, and prove themeelves 
quite worthy of it. Last, but 
not least, we have a new series 
of Zableaur Vivants. These 
latter are really first-class, and 
must be seen to be appreciated. 


s 

REALLY, the way A. SLOPER'S 
doings are systematically omit- 
ted by the chroniclers of fash- 
ionable events is little less than 
a scandal, No single journal, 
of any description whatever, 
mentioned his name in con- 
nection with the recent meet 
of.the Coaching Club. The Mildewed One was all there, of course, 
driving, appropriately enough, his famous team of duns, 


sf 


s 
Apropos, “Coach Drives from London” is published at one 
shilling from the oftices of the Sportsman, It should be read 
with pleasure by all interested in the sport. 
td 
* 
THE Mildewed Mound has this day been pleased to confer the 
“ award of Merit” upon JosEPH Hurst, because he's the right- 
hand man at the Lyceum, “\eyther,” chortled the Azure-Eyed, 
“I'm right glad o’ this ‘ere, str'ight I am. Joseph is a prince o 
box managers, if hever there was one, an’ blessin’s on his shirt 
front say I.” And the Agéd agreed ; and for once in a way, father 
and son went out harmoniously and drank Joseph's health in the 
flowing twopenn’orth, *\° 


WHEN cat meets cat in deadly fray, then comes the tug of war. 
This was the case with two members of the feline species belonging 
respectively to 
Caroline Furni- 
vall and Ann 
Lloyd. Unfor- 
tunately, 
though, these 
latter two ladies 

to disa- 


their revered 
pussies, and a 

tle-royal en- 
sued between 
them. Unfortu- 
nately, the fight 
did not termi- 
nate the affair, 
as a police 
magistrate was 
called upon the 
next morning to 
arbitrate on the 
case. The genial 
beak, 


cept the ° 
sibility. ied the 
ladies im their 
res ive cats 
di art from 
the Court in a 
very dejected frame of mind, feeling far from being satisfied. 
ss 


s 
r Anti-Gambling League! They made a pitiable show 
i Noten ate ~, and under the scathing criitolen of Mr, 
Frank Lockwood, their secretary, Mr. Hawke, had a very bad time 
of it. It could only have been worse had he had the pluck to go 
into the witness-box. But he hadn't. The Hawke's wings were 
clipped most effectually. *\* 


WE have pleasure in allaying any alarm that may have arisen in 
co! uence of the rumour that the Hon. Billy has been engaged 
to write the jokes for Zarks! It'sa mistake, of course. Billy's 
ha like his person, is a bit heavy, and only that which is lightest 
and brightest ever finds a place in the columns of the world's 
champion ha'penny comic. *\° 


As the management of Humphrey Hall have announced a series 
of Baby Shows, the inhabitants of Knightsbridge may keep their 
weather eye open for squalls for some time to come, 

ss 


s 

From the present outlook, everything points to the probability 
of an experience which will prove novel even to an Englishman, 
vis., a summer without 
twelve consecutive hours of 
summer weather. Here 
we are already in the midst 
of Ascot week, And what 
are the prospects? Rain, 
rain, rain from morning 
until night, and from night 
until morning, conse- 

uently. Sulky men and 

renched women age 
prominently throughout 
the meeting. And yet 
foreigners wonder why 
Britishera are always 
grumbling. * 


A CONTEMPORARY fur- 
nishes us with some curious 
information about Lord 
Rosebery. Thenoble Karl, 
it scems, was born on 
May 7th, the year of his 
birth was 1847; he is forty- 
seven years of age. The 
Derby was the seventh race 
run by Ladas, the horse was 
seventh on the race card, 
and there were only seven 
horses running. These are, indeed, strange coincidences, and we 
ourselves can add to them. On Derby Day, Lord Rosebery had 
seven two's of “Unsweetened” with ALLY SLOPE, shook him 
seven times by the hand, and kicked him on seven separate occa- 
sions out of the paddock. Funny, is it not? 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


4 CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDINO 80TH JUNE, 1804, 
=a 


24th June, 1811.—In his will, Winslow, Councillor of State 
Professor of Surgery and Knight of the Order of Danebrog, who 
died this day, directed that his carriage horses should be shot, lest 
after his death they came to be ill-treated by any person who 
might buy them. 


25th June, 1889.—The Daily Telegraph of this date says 
“A strange adventure has, it is announced. a. pene to a foreizn 
a now visiting Paris. He had di copiously at the 
Exhibition, and then had taken a cab at the Alma Bridge whence 
he was driven at his own request to a house in the city. Here he 
something to drink, and while enjoying a amoke some persons 
entered the room in which he was sen took off his clothes, 
photographed him, then projected an electric light on him, and, 
tinally, rendered him insensible by applying a phial of chloroform to 
his nose. After that he reusiealiered nothing, but in the morning he 
found himself outside the door of his hotel with all his clothes on, 
but his pockets utterly empty. 


26th June, 1876.—In the will of Mrs. Elizabeth Balls, of 
Streatham, bearing this date, it is directed that the cob mare and 
greyhound which were her late husbands, were not to be sold. The 
mare was to be kept in a comfortable warm loose-box, as it had 
been kept since her husband's death, was not to do any other work 
either in or out of harness, and its back not to be crossed by 
any member of her late husband's family, but to be ridden by 
some person of light weight, not more than four days in each 
week, and not more than an hour in each day, at a walking 
pace. A sum of £65 per annum was also left for the support of 
se pare and £5 per annum for the care and keep of the grey- 

ound, 


27th June, UY a gta, 3 the boxers of his day, Bill Darts, 
the dyer, held a high reputation for steady courage and hard 
hitting, and by no means a contemptible amount of science; but 
after holding the championship for tive years he was this day 
defeated by one Lyons, a waterman of Kingston-on-Thames, in 
forty-five minutes. No other notable fight is credited to Lyons. 


28th June, 1828.—“ One day last week,” says a newspaper 
of this date, * Mr, M—, a butcher, of Barnstable, in the course of 
dealing with Mr. L—, of Heanton, for fat bullocks, inquired if he 
had a pony to dispose of. On receiving an answer in the attirmative, 
and the pie being given, he objected, considering it too high, ani 
offered forty shillings ; upon which Mr. L— proposed to sell it 
Jor one penny per pound ; this being more in the butcher's line of 
dealing, he closed with it, and on the pony being brought out 
and placed on the balances it was found to weigh 57U/b., netting 
the sum of £2 7s. 6d.” 


29th June, 1803.—On this day the Europe, East Indiaman, 
picked up a man ina boat, in which he had been alone and expose 
to the weather for seventy-five days, with a very scanty store of 
provisions, For the last thirty days his principal means of sub- 
sistence were tobacco and some bark of trees, of which there was a 
small supply, soaked in whale-oil. 


30th June, 1890.—At a trial at Trieste, over which the 
entire population had been in a state of excitement, the prisoner, 
Countess Carlotta Badini, was accused of having ill-treated and 
murdered her step-daughter, aged 14, who died on this day. The 
countess hated the girl in an unaccountable manner and subject 
her to horrible treatment. The post mortem examination of her 
victim, who died of a blow from a hard instrument, showed thit 
she would have died of privation, even without the blow. The 
countess denied everything, and charged her 15-year-old stepson 
with perjury. The jury.was unanimous in finding her guilty, and 
she was sentenced to sixteen years’ imprisonment, with a fast day 
every month, on the date of the child's death, 


HOW SLOPER WON A FIVER. 
DOBBINagON, dealer in hair-dyes, 
Had a row with the Mouldering Mound, 
And brows contracted, and f! eyes, 
And horrible worda whizzed round, 
But the taunt that set Dobbinson raving 
Was the speech of the Wreck's which ran, 
“Thou shadow! thou shrimp! thou shaving ! 
Dost thou callest thyself a;Man?” 


Dobbinson, shricking and shrilling 
With passion, replied: “I do! 
And I'll bet five pounds to a shilling 
1 am more of a Man than you!” 
Murmured ALLY: “1'll prove it clearly 
That thou art not a Man at all!” 
And the Dook took ion cheer'ly 
Of the big bet, and eke the smal!. 


Then SLOPER remarked : “Through Britain 
I am known as the Friend of MAN: 
But with baldness my bonce is smitten, 
And if thou my pate wilt scan, 
And if at my head thou feelest, 
Thou wilt own the tive pounds are mine; 
For—because thou in hair-dyes dealest— 
I can ne'er be a friend of thine /” 


——— 


COME HERE A MINUTE. 

Dip you ever, in the whole course of your life, or are likely to. 
meet : 
a woman who went down to Ascot who didn’t think there ought 
to be a law to prevent her husband paying his bets when he'l 
ees re ‘bo ht a spanki: ilk hi d it didn’t 

when you bought a ing new s at and it didn 

start tanlng within half an hour? 2 

Acab that you'd called, when pressed for time, that wasn't the 
slowest un-fair-priced “lot” in London? 

A last white tie that didn’t crumple up hopelessly in a desperate 
effort at tying? 

A clean shirt of anybody else's that, on emergency, would fit 


ou? 

: A shirt of yours that woundn’'t fit any other man breathing? 

A Star boy with a halfpenny change? 

Or, one who didn’t want you to take another Star for it? 

A night-policeman who was a strict blue-ribbonite? 

A cashier of a newspaper office who was to be found when yo! 
were dead broke? 

A striker who could tell you in a dozen hours just what he w:- 
striking for? j 

A comic newspaper editor who didn't reject your best joke with 
“Tt was for relating this chestnut that Saul hurled his javelin a 
David. Send us something fresher"? 

A ditto, ditto who drank nothing stronger than lemonade 0” 
account of his complexion? 

Because, we never did! 


Ewery Wednesday. Twopence- 


JUDY. 
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ELECTRIC NET PROFIT. 


i jh has just invented a deadly means of 
[An ingenious Frenc! aoe i a lighted tat} 


SINCE the catch- 
fis 


vie 

An 
witha lots 
iC 
of fish is re- 


A_big net you 
Which you hold 


by a string, 
when you'vea 
likely swim 
spotted, 
Your net you pre- 
Firetot all taking 
care 
You'veelectric light 
over it dotted ! 
For ‘tis said that these light. 
Brightly gleaming o’ ni ry 
Make the fish think they're in for a beano, 
And they come in a group, 
And delightedly swoop 
Right iuto the fancied casino. 
And thus, like Manki 
eee res 
nly pain where they t! t to fi 1 
edtuisitcudckne 
Oft but cover a snare— 
é There's » moral—all mapped out to measure. 


tbo 


as CONNUBIAL BLISS!. 

“JOHN, dear, she sai yimeingty st she poured out her lord 
and master’s coffee, and with unusual eelf-forgetfulness placed the 
largest kidney and the best toasted piece of bacon upon his F 
«John, dear, do you know you've not been looking at well 
lately? Lam afraid ‘ou're working too hard, love.” 

John cast a searching glance at her over his cup as he responded, 
“Haven't I, dear? I fee peony os Leng, I'm glad to ray.” 

“Do you? Well, I wish I could say the same. 1 feel sure this 
weather is killing 
nie, , 

“Oh, 1 was afraid 
ron weren't quite ee 
yourself, darling.” “ ph 

“Oh, you know, 
John, I'm the last 
person to complain.” 

“And—er—I_ sup- 
pose the children’s 
holidays will be com- 
mencing in a week or 
two?” he asked. 

“Well, yes; that 
is so,” she confessed. 

“And I suppose 
you've been looking 
over the advertise- 
ments and found out 
that it will be ever 
so much cheaper to 
go to the seaside now 
than wait till later 
on when apartments 
areso much dearer?” 
“ Why —er —yea,” 
she stammered. ‘I certainly was going to suggest that; but how 
lid you know?” 

“And, of course,” he continued, ignoring the question—“ of 
course you've found out just the very Hae for us, and so cheap?" 

“I—I don't think it's kind of you to make fun of me like this,” 
he biol nega “but, all the same, I have discovered my desirable 
apartments.” 

“ My darling,” he enid earnestly, “this is kind of you. You have 
been saving up for this all the winter; you have some secret hoard 
hat 1 know ie of, which you mean as a surprise for me.” 
“Don't be silly, ear, 
t 


ohn,” she said. “You know, of course, d 
hat I haven't a penny to call my own; ,,Dut it really wouldn 


‘ost much, and if you could only spare—— 
But John laid aside his na kin and rose Lea ng from the 
he eaid, as he emptied the contents 
f his pockets on the cloth, “take all I have. t is it—eight, 
pine, nine shillings and oti Seay apenny! If you think you 
an manene to clear expenses fora fortnight on that, take it, every 
penny, and welcome, but don'’t—don'’t——” 


Crash ! 

The bread platter missed him by a hair's breadth, and came into 
iolent collision with a choice Sévres vase upon the mantelshelf, 
d under cover of the catastrophe he made good his escape. 


tee 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
“La PETITE.” 
Great is the Little One! Great 
As the goddess Diana she reigns, 
For > world of mad worship she 
ns 
From the souls of excitable swains 
o, her dulcet songs hearing 
We And mightily cheering, 
=A. Are moved till susceptible hearts grow 


elate, 
” And the doom of a love unreturned is 
their fate! 


Great is the Little One! Great 
As the great Alexander, she hey 
To the conquest : albeit her foes 


And her friends she alike over- 
throws, 
For the personal charms 
She possesses are arms 
That her wounded beholders can well 


subjugate 
Till the ha of a love unreturned is 
their fate! 


Great is the Little One! Great 
As the virtuous Portia, she's, 
Just as deaf as a rock to the pleas 
Of the mashers who pester and 


tease: 
& For, the marriage ring wearing, 

She'll brook no ensnaring 
By dudes, who deplore—discontented, irate— 


That the doom of a love unreturned is their fate! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— Sie 
16 GRANADE RoaD, SOUTHBEA, June 11th, 1894. 
DEAR S1R,—Just alinetoinform you that at the three days’ Bazaar 
held Inst week in Southsea in connection with the Bible Christian 
Church, ALLY SLOPER played a prominent part in the attractions 
at the Museum connected therewith, the appearance of whom 
one —— Ley opal among Ss youn Eh Bert! 
\Deing a wet one, ALLY was com to kee; um 
open ; second and third days he could Sand A oreg 
Yours very truly, 
JOSEPH i C. HUTCHINGS 
(Curator of Museum.) 
— 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 223.—Hz Exvies Herr Dows, 

To the jolly Alhambra the people hied, 

Women, men, lads and 
From every corner and every side ; 
And the armour of clever Herr Dowe they spied, 
And with worship and wonderment wild they cried, 

“Tis the greatest of all cuirasses !” 


Lordlets and ladies of high degree 
Went in for Alhambra passea, 
(For patricians, si possunt, will deadheads bo | 
And they wouldn't clap hands, but they lisped with 


glee, 
As they gazed on the corset of cute Herr D., 
“'Tis the greatest of all cuirasses!” 


To the jolly Alhambra A. SLOPER went ; 
For not sweeter to cows are grasses 
Than are music-halls to the Mildlewed Gent., 
But his gall and spleen he did freely vent, 
Yor he envied the man who did Terra present 
With the greatest of all cuirasses, 


To the jolly Alhambra did SLOPER run 
With acheck that all cheek surpasses, 

And he said to the Boss, “ Let this son of » gun 

lis cuirass take hence! I'll supply vou one 

Which, when shown, will undoubtedly bone the bun 
From the greatest of all cuirasses !” 


“What cuirnse,” quo’ the Boss, “have you to show 
That will please metropolitan masses?" 

And the Eminent answered, “ Ha-ha! ho-ho! 

On your stage ev'ry evening let SLOPER go, 

And the public will hail him—both friend and foe— 
As the greatest of all QUEER AssEs!!” 


— 


HARD TIMES, 


Times hard? We should rather think they were! And, mark 
you, some of the hardest cases of saiferiog and privation never 
find there way into the newspaper at all, and consequently are but 
little known. 

Take a case in point that came under Sloperinn observation only 
last week. Brighton races were on, and, putting up at the Metropole, 
we found young Charlie Brighton-Hayes, the hope of Throgmorton 
Street. Though he had an American drink in each hand, and a 
two-shilling Villar-Villar between his teeth, still we could see 
that he was not happy. 

“ Things are so irfernally bad in the City, Mr. S.,” he replied to 
our query. “I wish now that I'd never done it.” 

“ Done what?” 

“Got married. Took place last Thursday. I'm down here on 
my honeymoon, and, ‘pon my word, I'm more wretched than if I'd 
remained single; whilst as for poor little Dollie, I'm sure she's 
fretting herself to death.” 

“Oh, let’s hopg not. By the way, you must introduce us in the 
morning?” . 

“Can't, dear old chap, can’t.” 

“You don’t mean to say she's ill?” 

“T hope nut—but she’s not here!” 

“But—but—I thought you said you were down here on your 
honeymoon?" 

“Certainly—that’s just it—but things are so d——d bad I had 
to come alone!” 

And SLOPER has no doubt but many equally heartrending cases 
exist if only we could come across them, 


— 


A BRIGHT SCHOLAR. 


At a certain Board School in Islington a teacher was giving her 
class a lesson on the art of putting words into sentences, The 
words reelected, with their definitions, were “aqueduct, a con- 
ductér,” and “effervesce, to work.” After reading the papers that 
were subsequently handed in by the echolars, she felt like award- 
ing, as a special prize, a letter of introduction toa comic newspaper 
editor, to the blue-eyed cherub of seven summers who wrote : 

“My father ia an aqueduct on a dark-blue ‘Brompton-and- 
Islington,’ and he has to effervesce very hard now that the 
company has these punches an’ tickets!” 


—_——— 


THOUGHTS OF A DOG. 
(WHILE SUFFERING THE TORTURES OF VIVISECTION.) 

MY master, my ake ce 
Whose presence could always bring 

Me fast to his feet with a joy complete, 
In whose footsteps I always trod 

With a gentle devotion, a loving emotion— 
My worship, my soul, my God, 
My master, my pride, my king, a 
Oh! why has he done this thing? 


The vital parts of my wretched frame 
Are scorching hot with the fiendish flame 
Of the fire-fraught steel he is pushing through 
—I know not why, and I know not who,— 
But I know he is deaf to the crics 
Of exceeding pain that rise 
From my screeching throat as I marvel why 
He retards the death that is drawing nigh, 


Yet more than the devilish pains I bear 
Is the horror of sorrow, distress, despair 
That my bursting heart doth sting 
As I think how my lord, my king, 
Who seemed an equal love to return 
For my humble homage, my fond concern 5 
Haz thus, with the hand that I loved so well, 
Yiclded me up to the pains of hell. 
My master, my worship, my lord, my king, 
Oh! why hast thou done this accursed thing? 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A Virtuous Doctor: Eecula-pious. 

A SWEET Singing Bird: The si-wren, 

THE town for sleepy babics to go to: Press-cot. 

WOULD a five-and-elevenpenny hat, with the Crown taken out 
of it, still be worth elevenpence? 

WE used to hear a good deal about “ Punch in the 
the passenjaire.” Nowadays we notice far more of “ 
etc. 


resence of 
rke! in,” 


bate woe, 6 Me €o@ 6.66 bre ee wk ke oe ek whee O88 aw ban Ohi ew ec & & 
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THE LION QUEEN. 
A Tragedy. 
—_—~~— 


CHAPTER I. 


He was a brawny Scot. Fierce in regard to countenance, 
powerful in the matter of physique, but puor in the maiter of 
and trousers. He 
ad reached twenty-one 
years of age, and con- 
cluded that chasing 
Highland cattle over 
the hills all day long 
was a very unlikely way 
to a fortune. As 
he looked around him 
and saw old men who 
had clung with patriotic 
sees to their wes 
rocks grow poorer anc 
poorer, while he thought 
of others who h 
them and grown 
rich, he sighed to think 
of the life he had to 
look forward to, if he 
ignored the example of 
the latter and was con- 
tent tov te like the 
former. He was ambi- 
tious, He aimed at n 
more glorious kilt. 
Even a thought of 
trousers had crossed his 
vision at times. But 
whence were the funds 
to provide a more glor- 
fous kilt or trousers to 
come from? There 
might be sermons in 
stones, but there was no 
bullion in them, As he sat on a rock on this twenty-first birthday, 
and breathed his sentiments into his bagpipes, the spirit-stirring 
strathspey wailed away into a melancholy coronach, which 
deepened the depression on the surrounding landscape and made 


Chasing Highland cattle over the hills, 


even the cows’ tails shiver in the breeze. 
“De'il’s in ye for a lazy — o a What for are ye 
led the Elder McNab, as he turned 


sittin’ greetin’ aboot there?” = 
the corner of a rock, and aimed his blunderbus at the youth. 
“Dagon'd gif I didna think it wis the pegoed ciaaryrind ymns 
Ancient and Modern,” he continued, as he shouldered his weapon, 
“an’ I wad a gi’en him a dose o’ French nails. An’ here it’s only 
you, ry shiftless, feckless sumph! Man, ye micht ha’e mair speerit, 
cons! asi ye’'re a McNab, an’ my ain cousin, only seven times 
removed.” 

“What can I dae?” said the youth, as he pt in terror at the 

infuriated Elder, 

“Dae? Ye can 

naething. Jist because 
ye havna haen the pluck 
to try onything. Dae? 
Michty, ye could ha’e 
murdered that beast, 
McSwine, an’ been 
hanged for it—an’ that 
wad ha’e made ye a hero 
an’a martyr. But ye've 
nae enterprees — nane 
ava’.” 
“I've nae likin’ for 
murder; an’ I canna’ 
say that hackin’ an’ 
swearin’ at my fellow- 
man ony charin for 
me. Besides, there's 
enough o’ that in the 
family already, an’ I 
could never houp to 
eclipse your fame in that 
way; besides, there's 
nae bawbees to be made 
that way.” 

“Ye're a degenerate 
McNab,” said the Elder. 
“Ye'll ne'er be a credit 
to the noble family ‘o’ 
McNabs, I can see that 
easily. Ye'll best gang 
awa’ an’ rax yer lezs 


“Ye shifticss, feckless sumph !" 
a bit, an’ tak’ yer way aff to Gleskie. Ye micht mak’ a livin’ by 


blawin’ yer bagpipes on the streets, or maybe ye could a job in 
the polis Ben i an’ spend the rest o’ yer existence in ¢ in’ doon 
puir buddies wha are anxious to make an honest livin’ by keepin’ a 
shebeen. But ye'll never be ony use at the higher branches oa 
Hivent soetemens profession, so ye had better tak’ my advice 
an’ clear oo! 

“] think ye are aboot richt,” said Hamish McNab, as he looked 
endly around at his native hills, “I’m thinkin’ I'll tak’ yer advice, 
Elder. It’s weel meant, I suppose, an’ ha’e been mair valuable 
gin it had been accompanied by a couple o' half-croons.” 

“ An’ dae ye think, noo, that that amount wad be eneuch?” 

“Oh, aye, that wad dae me rale fine,” answered Hamish, 

“Twa half-croons? Ma certy! div yethink A’m made o’ money? 
Div ye no’ ken that I was teetotal for abune eax hoors the day 
afore yesterday, because I as muckle as raise a bottle vo’ 
whusky, an’ that bald -hendit cuttlefish, Mc- fl- 
Bung, wouldna gi’e me credit? Hooever, ye're & ra 
far awa’ freend, an’ the far'er awa’ ye are the 
better, sae I'll len’ ye eichteenpence. Maist 
folks wha begin wi’ half a croon usually get tae 
be Provosts or Mayors, Maybe, wi’ half that 
sum, ye'll get tae be a Bailie or an Alderman.” 

“Thenk ye, Elder, thenk ye,” said Hamish, 
ashetook the money. “An’ if I'm onthe Bench 
when ye are brocht up 
ehairged wi’ breach _o’ 
the peace or culpable 
homicide, or ony ither 
o’ the laws ye're aye 
breakin’, [ll lat yeaft as 
cannie as I can, an’ no 
gie ye mair than sixty 

ys.” 


“ Dae ye mean tae in- 
sult me, ye spindle- 
legged spawn o' Belze- 
bub?” roared McNab. 
“Gie me back my siller, 
or syne I'll bore holes 
in ye wi’ my gun.” 

“Na, na,” said Ham- 
ish, “when I get ony- 
thing I keepit; an’ as 
for yer gun, there's 
nacthing in it but a 
puckle poother, for a’ 
the nails drapped oot o' 
it five meenits since. Sae guid day to ye,” said the routh, ns he 
equatted and slid down the hill in the simple manner of the switch- 


back railway. 
(To be continned. nert werk.) 


In the simple manner of the switchback railway. 


. ie Bee Bee es ee 


THE SAME, WITH A Ae 
\ 
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A POSER. M 
“ My little man, whatever makes t , 
*"O-cuume I d<tunao how ter proceed colin Sacaety 
ia 


yp 
4, 


No. 365.—Mr. Gronce Moore, F.0.8 
“The illustrious subject of this wevk’s sketch started in inte 
with the fixed idea of becoming an author. With a wise dis- 
cretion, however, he concealed his fell intention until suffici- 


ently old enough to take care of himself, otherw: hance, a Aliss Spinster. Did the Professor praise my singing ? Be. : 
well-intentioned father would have insisted pens iS becoming Fig otn ag roped! ies sar! ie ee veuly. THE FIRST SEA-SERPENT OF THE SEASON. 
an auctioneer, or persisted that he was:cut out for a cheese- Her D ri i He sald if’ was uncarthly, which amounts to the same thing. (“And we'll take very good care it is the last."—Ev.) 


monger. As soon, however, as he mastered his pot-hooks and 
Rengers our hero began to show wines ae a ae 
early essays—among them, Science of Marbles,’ 

‘Sustaining Powers of the Sugarstick,’—were consiiered to be AN UNEXPECTED CONVERSION, 
full of literary promise. emer ogee ner en lpn 2 
George with an untiring pen, and a 
yearning after realism. The British Matron may not always 
approve of his books — ly, of course—but reads ‘em 
all the same, and a repu' for naughtiness is a paying 
thing in England. Chiefly because he's the English he 
was created ¥.0.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 
to him May 19th, 1894."—Debrett Jmproved. 


(1) Cierful Seoffer. Now, old lantern-cnope, come anil take a suck out of this to —_ sary of that deadly league may be lurkin’ in our midst with a bomb, ready chargell, to 
make you look happy. Afr. Pumpwater. No, wy friewl; be axsured that “strong scatter death i——(5) At this moment the cork flew out of poor Pumpwater's 


; drink is a mocker,” and that your flask will lead you into trouble—(2) “But if you —_ bottle of “ ginger-pop™ with a loud ¢ 6) “Never from this moment will 
be athirst I would recommend you to carry a good supply of ginger-pop with you, as ‘1 touch a drop of anything weaker than o' double-distilled, boiling whisky, 
Ido, Afy bottle cannot get me into mischicf, nt anyrate.”—(3) “Ha! evidently an Pumpwater, as he cscaped from the hands of the infuriated mob, after having 
earnest 6 er, mayhap on the Tempcrance Movement. 1 will attend his discourse.” a being lynched as an anarchist only by a miracle. “These temperance drink 
‘ —(4) Orator. Yus, teller-workin'-men ; hanarchy is the cuss that the bloated are a great deal too dangerous for me; if it had not been for my presence of 
respectable clarses ‘ave brought upon us. Even at this moment sume desprit hemis- mind, I might have lost my life as well as my best suit of clothes.’ 
‘THE GOOD SHEPHERD, GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. HE KNEW. 
I 
Dt 
hi 


HE KNEW BETTER. 
Professor Bumpus. This large bump on the top denotes you 


> ewe rmy 


ete 


A S: b 
IN =H 
Mf! rt an oe 7 
Wk ar wes 
4 Wa Wi 
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Tourist. Did you meet a genticnau down the road with 

knapsack ? 

Yokel, Well, I zeod a gen'leman a-passin’ the Green Matt 

about five minutes azone. 

“Who was the godess Vesta?” © Please, sir, she was the lady “I say, old chappie, can you direct me to the Lords’ Cricket Tourist, If the Green Man is a pub. that was nol my 
who invented wax matches.” Ground ?” friend. 
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